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Lightning illuminated the room for a brief second, everything soon going dark again. Dean drew the blankets 
tighter around himself, hugging them close. The glanced at the little alarm clock blinking 12:00 over and over, 
and he frowned. The power had gone out, but he didn't want to get up and reset it. The prospect of staying 


wrapped up in bed was much more appealing. 


After a few moments, thunder reverberated through the tiny apartment, low and distant like the ghost of an 
echo. Dean flinched. The word ‘ghost! brought the faint bloodstain on the floor in the next room. It was cleverly 
hidden by a cheap little area rug, sure, but it was still there. The next flash of lightning made him jump. 


The couple that had lived there before had gotten into a fight, and the girl ended up getting shot. All of that 
had taken place about a month before, or so he'd heard from the crazy old lady that lived in the apartment 
next door. Scott had very casually omitted this little detail when they had decided to rent the place. The poor 
girl was hardly in her grave, and there they were, practically playing house. 


The thought of it gave him an eerie feeling. Being alone topped the whole thing off. What if the house was like 


the place in the Amityville Horror or something? He shifted, and the bed creaked in response. It sounded almost 


as weary as he felt. 


"Nah, can't happen," he thought out loud, breaking the silence with his voice, "Shit like that doesn't happen in 
apartments. Apartments don't even have evil basements.” He had almost reassured himself when more lightning 


hit, causing the neck of his guitar to cast a wicked shadow on the wall. 


"So much for sleeping," he mumbled, voice begrudging towards Mother Nature. He tangled himself up in the 
blankets, feeling totally embarrassed despite the fact no one was around to laugh. He was acting like a chick or 
something. Hiding under the covers like that? 


Faint clicks came from the front room, and he slowly realized it was from the door being unlocked. For a short 
moment he sat with wide eyes, but it dawned on him that it was only Scott, finally back from whatever in 
fuck he'd been doing. That made him feel even worse. Thinking he was acting like a chick was giving himself too 
much credit; he was acting like a fucking eight year old. 


Dean listened intently to the sounds of the door swinging open with a squeak, Scott calling something down the 
hall after his friend, and barreling through the tiny room ahead of him. Dean cringed; not only did he feel like 
an eight year old who was afraid of a little thunder and lightning, he felt like a pissed-off old man with a stick 


firmly up his ass waiting up for his daughter to come home from a date. 


He was tempted to get up and make like he hadn't been sleeping, but he figured at that point it would only 
make him feel worse. So he stayed in bed, only loosening his death grip on the blankets that covered him. 


A moment later he could sense Scott standing in the doorway, looking down at him. He looked from the corner 
of his eye, squinting, but he could really only see a vague outline in the shadows. But Scotts eyes were looking 
him up and down, and he could feel it. 


"Dean, you awake?" Scott asked into the darkness. He didn't respond, simply listening to Scott's hand move 
blindly along the wall, looking for the light switch. His rings and blankets clattered against the plaster, making 


Dean wonder how in God's name Scott didn't expect him to be awake. 


When the room lit up with yellowy light, Dean cringed, twisting around. "Jesus Christ, Scottyou're supposed to 


wait for a response when you ask a question," he growled harshly. 


"So, you are awake. Cool," Scott answered. Dean let his eyes adjust to the light, rolling onto his back. He 
watched Scott cross the room, a wry little smirk on his lips. He rubbed his eyes, not seeing as Scott flopped 
himself onto the bed next to him. 


Scott leaned over him, looking down into his eyes. He blinked, sitting up just a little. “Sorry I'm late," Scott 
started. He cringed, getting a whiff of Scotts breath. He absolutely reeked of cheap booze and Mexican food. "| 


don't really know why I'm late exactlybut I'm sure you can figure something out, you're imaginative." 


"You smell awful," Dean said, staring at him. He was hoping that maybe, if he were lucky, his blatancy would 
put some distance between him and Scott. But Scott didn't even seem fazed, not in the least. Instead, he only 


drew closer, leaning over Dean. 
"My breath that bad?" Scott asked, breathing heavily in Dean's face. 
Dean cringed, shifting under Scott. "Yeah, now get off of me." 


Scott mustered the saddest look he could while drunk "Aw, but Dean," he breathed, leaning down close so that 


their noses touched, "I missed you and now | wanna be around you. Whassa matter with that, hm?" 
Dean narrowed his eyes into an annoyed glared. "If you do what | think you're gonna do, I'll fucking punch you." 


He felt a hand tighten around his wrist, and he glared even more. “But how do | know what you're thinking?" 
Scott asked. Without another word he leaned down and placed a wet kiss on Dean's lips. He blinked a few times, 
not fighting it at all. He finally let his eyes slip shut and there was no doubt that he was enjoying it, he always 
did after a while. He felt Scotts hold grow tighter against his wrist but ignored it. It was only when a 
particularly angry roar of thunder sounded that he became totally aware of what he was doing, and he gave 
Scott a good shove. 


"OFf! Get off, Scott!" he growled, fist clenched. Scott cringed, wholly expecting to get hit. 


"Jesus Christ, Dean! You're fucking crazy!" Scott shouted. He was still recoiled, ready to raise his hand at any 


given moment. 


He sat up and glowered fiercely at Scott, his anger quickly fading to irritation. Scott was looking at him in the 
same way a child looked into a candy store. The demeanor was familiar enough; he was trying to look pathetic, 


trying to win him over. But Scott never looked all that pathetic, he just lookedneedy. 


"Um, l'm sorry?" he offered weakly. Dean pretended to mean it, he really did, but he just couldn't pull it off, he 


knew it. His lips slowly wrought themselves into a grimace as Scott looked up. 


"You were gonna fucking hit me. Hit me!" Scott snapped, eyes on fire, melting the cool countenance they'd held 


just a moment before. Dean sighed, wanting to scream in frustration. 


"Dude, what did | tell you? What did | tell you not a minute beforehand? ‘Do what | think you're gonna do, and 
Ill fucking punch you'. That's what | said I'd do. Did | do that? No. So why in fuck am | being made the bad 
guy?" Dean hissed. He could tell by the way Scott stared at him that his tone was harsher then he'd meant 


for. 


“Aw, c'mon, I'm not trying to make you the bad guy, Dean," Scott mumbled. He was back to the kid-in-the- 
window face. Slowly, his lip jutted out just a little, making the effect even worse. As his patience faded, Dean 
shifted around on the bed, letting a leg slide off and hit the floor. Scott didn't even notice, he was too busy 


milking that stupid look on his face for whatever it was worth. He took a moment to look away, squinting his 
eyes--trying to produce fake tears?--when Dean seized his opportunity. Like a cat, he slid from the bed. He 
padded toward the doorway, not looking back. The bed creaked behind him as Scott whirled around, boring holes 
into his back with his eyes. 


"Dean! Where.don't go! Aw, c'mon!" Scott whined, voice piercing through the dull patter of rain hitting the roof. 
Still refusing to look back, Dean kept moving. He could imagine Scott sitting anxiously on the bed, hands rested 
just on the edge. Of course, he was still trying to work that stupid look of his. He had to be. 


A cool blue light emanated from the hallway, no doubt from lightning that seeped in through the lone window. 
Scotts chattering echoed behind him, drowned out by a deafening roar of thunder. 


Then everything went black. 


Dean stopped dead in his tracks, right in the doorway. He listened to the sound of the rain, wondering why 
Scott had gone quiet. He slowly reached toward the wall, groping around for the light switch. When he found it, 
it flicked it up and down. Nothing. 


"Uhh.Dean? What just happened? Dean?" 


e squintea and looked back, Trying To Torce his eyes To adjusT. He coulan'T really see Scott, buT he cou 
He squinted and looked back, trying to force his eyes to adjust. He couldn't really see Scott, but he could 
picture him in his mind's eye, still sitting there. "Power's out again, dumb ass. Its been going on and off all 
right," he answered, tone sharp. He kept his hand on the wall, fingertips lingering on the switch plate. 


"| knew that," Scott answered quickly, shifting on the bed yet again. The soft pop of his knuckles cracking 
followed. Dean glanced back at him, able to catch a brief glimpse of his face as a quick flash of lightning 
illuminated the room. He looked nervous, uneasy. "Hey.Dean?" 


"What?" 


"Could youum.could you come back in here? Please? lumadidn't want you to go in the first place, so." Scott kept 


on stammering. Dean watched his dim form in the darkness, slowly starting to shift from foot to foot. 
"Why should | even bother?" he asked, glancing at the window as more lightning flickered. 
"AwDean, c'monthe whole lights-out thing is creepy.y'know.considering everything. You know?" 


He knew exactly what he meant, and his mind flitted back to the bloodstain tucked under the carpet. The 
darkness was threatening and consuming, like being in the depths of a cave. The eerie glow the room was given 
by the lightning was not much of a comfort. Shifting from foot to foot, Dean watched Scott's dim outline in 
the darkness. Really, he wouldn't have had it any other way. At least in the darkness, Scott couldn't see him 


sweat. 


"Do you have to be quiet like that?" Scott asked, voice little more then a whisper. Dean frowned, train of 


thought totally lost. 


"No." He wanted to leave, but the prospect of the dark living room with the bloodstain that inhabited it was 
worse then that of the dark bedroom with the annoying singer perched on its bed. His fingers crept across the 
switch plate, giving it a few last, desperate flicks. Nothing. Of course. 


The bed creaked behind him, and he sighed a little. Couldn't Scott sit still, at least for a fucking second? That 
sound was getting obnoxious. And it was creepy, too. Like a sound effect from some horror movie. He heard it 
again, then a soft, dull thud, and peered down the hallway. What was that second noise? 


Everything went silent, the only sounds once again the patter of rain and the occasional rumbles of thunder. 


The hall took on a soft blue glow, then went dark. That's when he felt a hand slap on his shoulder. 


With lightning speed, Dean whirled around, fist raised. He was ready to strike, until it dawned on him that it 
was only Scott, cowering in the darkness. His arm fell, hand at his waist. He was glad it was dark; that way, 
Scott couldn't see the blush that appeared on his face. 


"Don't do that," Dean hissed, trying to preserve his manhood. He scowled through the darkness, hoping 
something would get through. But of course, nothing did. 


‘Sorry, sorry, sorry!" Scot said. His head was still lowered somewhat, ready to duck at any moment. Dean 
sighed and stared downward, straining his eyes, trying to see the floor. He could feel Scott shuffle closer, and 
a moment later, he felt Scott's cold, clammy hands wrap around one of his. Blinking, he looked up. Through the 
darkness, he could see a twinge of fear in Scott's bloodshot eyes. 


In a moment of compassion, Dean squeezed his hand back. "Hey, dude, look at me. There's no fucking ghosts or 
whatever the fuck you're afraid of, okay? And even if there was, | wouldn't let them get you." Scott answered 
with a gentle, warm smile that made him glow. He basked in it for a moment, slowly pulling his hand from 
Scott's. An icy smirk crossed his face. "Besides, you're the one that picked this place out, remember? You 


better be ready to deal." The warmth faded. It dawned on him then that he was being too harsh. 


"Hey," he said softly, this time being the one to reach for the other's hand. He felt their shoulders brush as 
Scott shuffled closer. Leaning his head on Scott's shoulder, he leaned in, close to his ear. "You know, | meant it 
when | said | wouldn't let them get you," he whispered. Warmth encompassed him as Scott pressed forward 


and leaned on him, his silent response. He placed a soft kiss on his cheek and squeezed his hand again. "C'mon" 


Scott stayed close as he was led back to bed, like he was a stray puppy. Dean pushed him down onto the 
rumpled blankets, using the utmost care. He slid on top of him, straddling his hips. Taking a moment, he studied 
the man beneath him. He could already feel tension growing in his pants as he stared down into Scotts eyes, 


half-lidded, and filled with a smoldering lust. 


A wicked smirk grew on Dean's face as he leaned forward, taking the bottom button of Scotts shirt between 


his fingers. It was tempting to just yank off Scotts pants and take him, but he knew it didn’t work like that: 
Besides, the fun was in the hunt. As he moved on to the next button, he let his fingers grace across Scotts 
skin, making him shiver, a look of anticipation on his face. Oh, yes. The thrill was definitely in the hunt. 


Lightning illuminated the room, casting their shadow on the wall. The ever-present smirk on Dean's face grew, 
and he leaned down, kissing Scott. A happy hum echoed in the back of his throat. His hands may have been 
cold, but his lips were hot. Scott wrapped his arms around him, pawing at his back in want, but Dean quickly 
pulled back. He ran his tongue across his reddened lip, flashed a smile. That smile was practically a finger 
wagging in Scotts face, and Dean knew it. The carnal whimper that escaped the other man's throat was 


unintelligible, but he knew exactly what it meant. 


"You'll just have to wait," Dean cooed, keeping his voice low, seductive. He fingered the third button for a 
moment, watching Scott's chest heave. Fuck, he looked so good. He grinned, told him just that, and tore the rest 
of his shirt open, in a flurry of frayed threads and loose buttons. 


Goosebumps formed on Scotts skin as Dean leaned down, pressing their lips together yet again. They kissed 
rapaciously, Dean letting Scott hang onto him this time. He let a hand slide up and down his side, coaxing 


wonderful little sounds out of him. 


A moment later, Dean peeled his lips away, panting. He looked down at Scott, right into his eyes. They were still 
close, so close that Dean could feel Scott's hot breath. He still smelled vaguely of alcohol, but Dean didn't care. 


What would've been a turn-off before became a total turn-on. 


"You're gorgeous, you know that?" Dean mumbled, leaning his head down and nibbling at Scotts neck before he 


received an answer. 


‘Mhmm..chh..whatever you..say." he panted, choking back a gasp. Dean's lips found a certain spot on his neck, 
right where his pulse could be found, and a sharp, squeaky groan emanated from Scott. Pulse pumping, he 
twisted around beneath Dean, more of those pleasing little noise pouring from his throat. Dean shifted himself 
downward, pausing to nibble at his collarbone. He could feel the bulge in Scott's pants pressing against his belly. 


He gave a particularly sharp bite to Scotts collar, soothing it with a gentle peck before looking up at him, a 


wicked smile on his face. "Having fun?" 
"Yeah..ch, God, yeah," he panted, letting his head roll back. Dean let a skilled hand rest on his hip. 


"Good," he murmured, sitting up. He straightened himself out, straddling Scott once again. A wave of pleasure 
coursed through him as he moved his hips, making him groan softly. He looked down at Scott, and could tell he 
was getting the same benefit from the elated look on his face. Slowly, he moved his hips to the side, listening 
to Scott mumble his name. He smiled happily when he heard that. 


Dean let his eyes dance across Scott's bare chest, and he thought of all the different, lewd things he wanted 
to do with his lithe body. Grinning wickedly once again, he reached down, slowly pulling his own t-shirt away 


from his body. He stared down at Scott, eyes focused until the fabric obstructed his view. In a single, fluid 
motion he freed himself, then tossed his shirt across the room. He looked back at Scott, whose eyes were 
wide, trying to absorb everything, he presumed. Dean shook his hair loose, letting his curls fall across his back. 
He watched Scott lick his lip, and grinned. That was exactly what he was doing. 


"God, do you look good or what," Dean breathed, running a finger down Scott's chest. His answer was a sly 


smile. 


"You do, too," he purred, slowly sliding out from underneath him. Dean hissed, blinked. Scott slowly sat up, 
looking at him intently. What was he doing? 


Scott's arms hooked around his waist, and he inched closer, leaning down, pressing his lips to Dean's chest. He 
took in a sharp breath, loving the flurry of butterfly kisses. Scott moved hungrily across his skin, letting his 
tongue dart out from time to time, whispering sweet little nothings. Dean groaned, leaning into him. He could 


feel Scott's greedy little hands grabbing his ass. 


Dean groaned again as the kisses continued. Scott took a moment to graze his lips across his nipple, but went 
no further. A moment later he rose, looking up at Dean with round, glimmering eyes that shone even in the 


darkness. Dean smiled. Fuck-me eyes. 


"Wellnow you've had your fun," Dean murmured, setting a hand on Scott's chest. He felt his chest heave, his 
heart pound. Slowly he pushed Scott onto his back once again, goosebumps on his arms. He let his fingers trace 
invisible patterns on his skin, the sight of Scott squirming at his touch electrifying. His fingers found there way 
to Scotts waistline, and with calculated skill, they popped the top button open 


"God, you're killing me." Scott mumbled, voice so low it had to contend with the sound of his zipper being 
undone. 


"Aw, and | haven't even gotten started," Dean answered. An avid grin on his face, he reached up, letting his 
hands fall on Scott's hips. He rubbed the bone that jutted out, the little squeals that sounded from Scott's 
throat giving him a thrill. As Dean dug his fingers into Scott's skin, he twisted, lifting his hips in need. He 
watched for a moment, taking the whole sight in. Slowly, very slowly, he began to work Scotts pants down, 
giving them a good tug once he got them past his hips. 


Freed of his pants, Scott hissed in pleasure. Dean watched, popped his top button open, but was too enticed to 
concentrate on the task at hand. Without hesitation, he leaned forward, savagely kissing Scott. He could feel 
Scott writhing beneath him, moving like a serpent. He shivered, ran his tongue across his lips, and pulled back. 
Scott looked up at him with needy eyes. Eyes half shut, Dean's hands slid down to his own hips, slowly sliding 
the zipper down The swish of fabric met his ear, and he realized that Scott had finally managed to get his 
pants off. 


"Good," he purred, licking his lip, "Now we're on the same page." Scott grinned back at him, entranced as Dean 


slipped off his grimy jeans. He stood up for a moment, just long enough to kick his pants to the floor, and in a 


moment he was back on the bed, looming over Scott. Goosebumps prickled his skin as the air touched his legs, 


but he quickly found warmth lying on top of Scott, kissing him with great fury. 


Dean felt Scott's arms curl around his neck Once again he moved on to kissing his neck, earning a guttural 
moan as his reward. Slowly, he worked a leg between Scott's, rubbing their thighs. Scott gasped, dug his nails 
into Dean's back, and tugged on his hair. Dean paused in his trail of kisses, breathing fast. He couldn't wait any 
longer, he just couldn't. Slowly, he disentangled himself from Scotts limbs, seeing the look of protest in his 
eyes. Scotts lips parted, undoubtedly so he could speak, but Dean silenced him quickly. 


"Gimme a sec, babe," he murmured, voice dark and sweet. He leaned over to the bedside table, scouring 
through the clutter that lay atop it. He brushed past an assortment of things--jewelry, CDs, alarm clock--but 


not what he wanted. 


Frowning in frustration, Dean glanced back at Scott. He felt a nimble hand sliding up his leg. "First drawer.” Scott 
breathed quietly, chest heaving. "Check the left side." His frown fading, Dean opened the squeaking drawer and 
fished through its contents. After a moment, his fingers fell upon what he'd been looking for. A triumphant 


smirk on his face, he retrieved the elusive bottle of lotion. 
"You're good," he murmured, looking over at Scott. "Really good” 


"I think | might be psychic or something," he answered, voice a gentle, almost lazy, drawl. Dean set the bottle 
on the table and leaned over, kissing Scott sweetly. He looked down at him, knowing the hazy glow in his eyes all 
too well. He slid between Scotts legs with great ease, staring down at him as he retrieved the lotion once again 
Thunder rumbled as Dean unscrewed the cap and tossed it aside. He waited for the clicking of the plastic 
against the floor to stop before he went back to work. 


As he poured the lotion into his hand, shivers went up his arm. "Its cold," he mumbled quietly, rubbing it 
between his fingers carefully. 


Scott smirked, shutting his eyes. "Bring it on," he said, voice full of anticipation. Grinning, Dean shrugged. 


"Whatever you say," he warned, changing his position slightly so he could lean down, placing another deep kiss 
on Scotts lips. Warm and inviting arms wrapped around his neck, and he shivered again, this time not from 
cold, but from eagerness. He soon craned his head downward, nibbling on the tendons in Scotts neck as he slid 
his hand between his thighs. He teased him for a moment, letting his fingers drift to his entrance. Hissing, 
Scott tensed. Dean kissed his neck again and whispered soothingly, rubbing him carefully. 


"Don't say | didn't warn you about it being cold," Dean chided gently. He turned his attention back to kissing his 
neck, gently sliding the finger into him yet again. A moan erupted from Scotts throat, a moan louder then the 
first. He grinned, moving within him for a long moment, then carefully adding a second finger. Scott writhed, 
breathing Dean's name quietly, all of it fueling Dean to do more. After placing a few more wet kisses on Scotts 
neck, Dean pulled himself backward, stopping his assault as abruptly as he had started. His arms still hanging 
limply from around Dean's neck, Scott whimpered. Without blinking, Dean let his eyes feast on the picture 


beneath him for one last time; Scott's slender and graceful body, slick with sweat. Such a beautiful specimen 
He stared into his eyes for a while, letting himself get lost. Then, he felt the sting of Scotts uneven nails 
digging into his neck. He knew then it was time. 


As he sat up, Scotts arms fell back weakly, his gaze affixed to Dean's. Dean took Scott's legs in his hands, 
sliding them upward, practically bending his skinny body in half. Struggling to pull his eyes away from Scott, 
Dean poured lotion in his hand again. Taking great care, he wrapped his hand around the base of his stiff cock, 
grunting softly as he moved. He leaned his head on Scott's knee, breath quickening. He stopped the movement, 


then looked up, removing his hand. After a pause, he leaned forward, once again hanging over Scott. 


Looking down, he took Scott's hands, pressing them into the bed beneath them. As thunder rumbled in the 
background, Dean got himself into just the right position, eagerly pressing his tip against Scott's loosened 
entrance. He squeezed Scott's hands, turning his knuckles white as he pushed forward. Scott winced and bit his 
lip to silence the sound that followed Dean squeezed his hand again, waiting. 


There was a moment filled with only the patter of rain before Dean heard Scotts muted whimpers turn into 
sounds of pleasure. He grunted and pushed farther in, taking a moment to catch his breath. He could feel 
Scott's hands tightening around his own, and he grinned down at him. 


"Oh God..Dean." he panted, his lolling back, eyes pressed shut. Pushing further, Dean groaned, not stopping until 
he'd slid all the way in. They both stayed totally still for a while, relishing in the moment. As he listened to 
Scotts quick, shallow breaths, Dean felt his own chest tighten. His grasp of Scotts hands slackened, and he 
lowered his head, forcing himself to concentrate. He drew himself out, then slid back in, listening to the raspy 


moans from under him. 


Feeling Scott's legs wrap around him, he began to move more in time. He heard Scott growing louder, answering 
thrust with an animalistic howl. Feeling the sharp sting of Scott's nails in his back, Dean moved himself faster, 
putting his whole weight behind every movement. Struggling to keep his eyes in focus, he kept on, moving 
ferociously. He could feel Scott's hands pawing more eagerly at his back then before, and knew it wouldn't be 
long. Muscles cramped in his hands from holding onto Scotts for so long, but he only held tighter. It definitely 


wouldn't be long. 


Scott mumbled incomprehensibly, arching his back to where his chest pressed against Dean's. He held him 
close, keeping their bodies pressed together. Scotts shrill moans grew more powerful as Dean thrust harder 
and harder into him. He could feel Scotts sweat-slick body moving against his, and reveled in the loud sound of 
his shouts as he came. Leaning down, he sank his teeth into Scotts neck, his entire body tensing up. He gave a 
moment's resistance, but finally gave up, letting himself go. White light blinded him, and he bit into Scotts skin 
even harder, hearing a vague squeal. In a moment, it was over, and he slumped forward, heart pounding, hardly 


able to breath. 


He laid there on top of Scott for a few moments, waiting for the feeling to pass. It felt like hours. The sound 
of the rain met his ears, together with the sound of Scott breathing. Finally, he slid to the side, hugging 
himself close. He let Scott snuggle up to him, listened as he whispered against his skin. When Scott grew quiet, 


he sighed, staring up at the ceiling. 

"Scott..you asleep?" he asked. 

"Mhm..not really." His voice was half of a yawn 
"You still afraid of ghosts?" 


Scott snickered, smiled knowingly against his chest. Dean grinned, peering down at him through the darkness. He 
had gotten his answer. 


